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And in the heart, where heaps of griefs were grown,
The sweet revenge hath planted mirch and rest.
No company so pleasant as mine own.

******

Thraldom at large hath made this prison free.
Danger well past, remembered, works delight.
Of lingering doubts such hope is sprung, pardiel
That nought I find displcasant in my sight
But when my glass presenteth unto me
The cureless wound that bleedeth day and night.
To think, alas, such hap should granted be
Unto a wretch, that hath no heart to fight,
To spill that blood that hath so oft been shed
For Britain's sake, alas, and now is dead I

Unes to Ratclif

MY Ratclif, when thy reckless youth offends,
Receive thy scourge by others* chastisement;
For such calling, when it works none amends,
Then plagues are sent without advertisement.
Yet Solomon said, the wronged shall recure:
But Wyatt said true, the scar doth aye endure*

The Restless Heart

THE fancy, which that I have served long,
That hath alway been enemy to mine ease,
Seemed of late to rue upon my wrong,
And bade me fly the cause of my misease.
And I forthwith did press out of the throng,
That thought by flight my painful heart to please
Some other way, till I saw faith more strong.
And to myself I said, c Alas, those days
In vain were spent, to run the race so long.*
And with that thought I met my guide, that plalfl
Out of the way wherein I wander'd wrong
Brought me amidst the hills in base Bullayne;
Where I am now, as restless to remain,
Against my will, full pleased with my pain.